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955 HILST you, Great Sir, our willing hearts command, 
N And rule with mildeſt ſway your native land, 
With awful juſtice, heav'n-born mercy bled. 
Protect our intereſts, and our rights defend z | |. 
Lives there a man, throughout your wide domain, 


Who is not bleſt by George's proſp'rous reign, 


Then at this ſeaſon, when the rolling year 
Begins afreſh to run its ſwift career; 
Which gives us hopes each that ſucceeds may prove, 
Crown'd like the laſt with concord and with love, + 
Vouchſafe, 0 Gracious Sovereign | to excuſe 
This humble tribute of a youthful muſe j 
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And if no merit in my lines appear, 


DEDICATION. 


Tho”. ſome their wiſhes better may expreſs, 

In ſtronger words their great ideas dreſs ; ; 

Tho' my rough verſe perhaps too well may ſhow 
The rude unpoliſh'd tarigue from whence they flow: 
Yet take them as they are, devoid of art, 

The genuine diQates of a loyal : ; 


Oh, yet believe them honeſt and fincere! 

If fings my muſe with inharmonious voice, 
Condemn her numbers, but approve her choice, 
Her choice the fitteſt for a Briton's pen, 
The firſt of Monancits and the beſt. of men. ' 
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MAIL, happy Albion! hail, auſpicious iſle, 
What bleſſings on thy fruitful boſom ſmile ; 
Thy gen' tous ſons no haughty tyrant fear, 
Freeborn alike the peaſant and the peer, 

Sweet ſmiling Concord chears each loyal breaſt, 

By no harſh firifes, or civil broits diſtreſt. 

Not always thus : for Diſcord's rankling dart 

Erſt ſhoe its fury through each Britiſh heart: 

Long had ewo parties ſtruggling for command, 

With factious clamours fill d ch unhappy land, 

Fell Ate far und near contention Thread, 

And mark'd en ſenates with her pois'nous tread ; 

The baleful venom tainted ev'ry mind | 
From the proud noble to the lab' ting hind : 

Britannia weeping ſaw theſe dread effects, 

And ws the envious power het way directs: 

„O Ate hold! (me cries) thy wrath alluage, 

„Nor on my hapleſs people hurl thy rage; | 
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“% Turn to ſome other clime thy angry courſe, 

« And let more guilty nations feel thy force !” 
She ceas'd ; the vengeful goddeſs ſtrait replies, 
With ſpiteful fury darting from her eyes; 

« And doſt thou think that I thy prayer will hear, 
« Or bend obedient to thy falling tear ; 


« I who delight, with unrelenting hand, 


« To pour deſtruction thro' each groaning land, 
« To make a realm with direful factions ring, 
« And ſtir up warring nations 'gainſt their king. 
p In me, (and tremble when I ſpeak it) know 
« Thine, and thy country's, ever dreadful foe : 
« I added ſtrength to Cromwell's rebel arms 
% When Britain ſhook beneath his loud alarms, 
« I: but in words I ſcorn to ſhew my hate, 
« And goev'n now to ui ge thy pcople's fate: 
She ſaid; then turn'd away] with proud diſdain, 
Sought the dark ſhades, and \join'd her helliſh train. 
Mean while Britannia, deeply ſtruck with woe, 
Whilſt tears in riv'lets down her boſom flow, 
Drops on the ground, oppreſs'd with grief and fear, 
Nor minds her glitt'ring ſhield or pointed ſpear. 
As thus- ſhe lay, abandon'd to deſpair, 


Filling with plaintive cries the ambient air, 


Minerva, pitying till the good diſtreſs'd, | 
Hear'd her ſad moans : compaſſion touch'd her breaſt, 


For haſty flight prepares the heay'nly maid, 


She darts like light ning to Britangia's aid; 


— 
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Beſide the nymph ſhe ſtands in form divine, 

Blue as her eyes her radiant garments ſhine ; 

Aweful her gait, and nobly ſweet her air, 

In gentle accents, thus ſhe ſoothes her care : 

% O guardian of this fertile iſle ariſe ! 

« Nor vainly ſpend your time in fruitleſs ſighs. 

« Alas ! to whom do you your wrongs expreſs ? 

« Can mountains hear you, or can woods redreſs ? 

« Dire& your ſteps to Jove's imperial throne, 

« There all your woes and all your ſuff rings own,” T“ 
Britannia then forſook the dewy ground, 

And on, her arm her warlike buckler bound, 

Graſp'd the ſtrong lance, with former ſlaughter red, 

A ſhining helm adorn'd her lovely head ; 

Before the aweful throne of Jove ſhe ſtood, 

(Jove, ever. mindfut of th unhappy good,) 

Then at his royal feet the ſuppliant fell, 

And thus her mournful tale began to tell: 

O thou l whoſe voice the. Gods and men obey, 

« Whqrul'ſt the night, and guid'ſt the golden day, 

Cover ſt the verdant hills with fleecy ſnow, 

« And bid'ſt again the balmy zephyrs blow; 

« Q! ſtop the furious Ate's dreadful rage, 

« Her anger ſoften, and her hate aſſuage, 

« My troops return diſhonour'd from the plain, 

« My fleets reſign. the empire of the main; 

« My wayward ſons are all to ſtrife inclin'd, 

The ſpreading feuds infect each noble mind; 


« They 
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« No longer: keep the thirſt of fame in view, 

« But mix in clamours with the factious crew. 
„O King! O Father! this petition grant, 

« I no large empire's vaſt dominion want 

« Gain'd midſt the groaning battles dire alarms, 

« By troops victorious and prevailing arms: 

« Let other nations boaſt the pride of war, 
The ſtately courſer, and the lofty car; 

« But ah! let Britain from her woes be freed, 

« Leſt by unnat' ral parricide ſhe bleed.” | 
Here tears her utt rance ſtop'd,, and heaving ſighs, 
Which from her heart replete with forrow riſe ; 

To her reply d the cloud-compelling God 

Who ſhakes Olympus with his angry nod : 

« Riſe, royal enaid, nor for thy people grieve, 

&« J hear thy wrongs, and will thoſe wrongs relieve ; 
« Tho' vengeful Ate ſhakes her dreadful hand; 
« And vainly threats with woe thy trembling land, 
« Thoſe fears ſhall fly, not leave a' mark behind, 
« Like vapours ſcatter'd by the Northern wind ; 
J ſee now written in the. Fates dark book, 
(on whoſe «dread volumes none but Jove may look) 
« A happy hour ſhall cancel all your pains, | 


« They whoſe great hearts are to their country due | 4 


„And bleſs with peace and joy the Britiſh plains z 


« A king ſhall riſe from Brunſwick's/ royal line, 


« Whoſe fame, whoſe virtue, ver the world ſhall ſhine z 
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« Then ſhall ſweet Concord to thy iſle return, 
„ And each brave breaſt with patriot glory burn. 
„On the great day that Henry's conqu'ring fwor | 
« Diſnay'd the cp: . Gull hanghty lord, 
« Conferr'd on Agincourt a, glorious name, 
« And plac'd. it foremoſt in the ranks of Fame, 
This gen rous prince ſhall mount the Britiſh thr 
« Whilſt; diſtant realms his power and mercy own. 
Each noble virtue ſhall adorn his mind, 
8 To private and to public good inclin'd ; 
« He will, the flatt'rer's ſervile ſpeech. diſdain, 
Nor need of armed guards a num'rous train, 
« But in his people's hearts ſecurely, reign. 
A royal maid on Britain's . ſhore ſhall land, 
A princeſs form d by virtue s $ boring hand. 
« To charm. at once the huſband and the king, 
« And make a happy realm with triumph ring ; 
The thoughts benign which, in her boſom riſe 
* Smile in her face, and ſparkle in her eyes: = 
„% Then ſhall | your long divided ſons unite, 
* And kneel with pleaſure in their _monarch's ſight. 
« Each honeſt heart with loyal duty glow, 
And feel no rage, but gainſt the common foe : 
„Where thy victorious legions bend their way, 
« Cities and nations ſhall their power obey, 
At ſea more dreadful. ſhall thy thunders roll 
« Than thoſe which ſhake the globe from pole to pole ; 1 
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Then ſhall proud Gallia trembling own her fear, 

„ And dread the fury of thy vengeful ſpear, 

« And though ſhe ſcorn'd your fumb'ring arms before, 

« With ſuppliant pray rs and tears for peace implore.” 

Britannia, then before the God reclin'd, 

Pour'd forth in falt'ring words her grateful mind, 

And tears, which once ran emblems of her woe, 

From her pleas'd eyes in ſtreaming torrents flow : 

« And ſhall my happy ſons at length have reſt? 

« Shall Albion, fruitful Albion, yet be bleſt ? 

« Oh thou, who bidſt Britannia ceaſe to grieve, 

My choiceſt praiſe and humbleſt thanks receive x 

« And when thy favours are by me forgot, 

« When from my heart this gracious deed I blot, 

« Then let my hand the ſpear no longer wield, 

« My arm inglorious drop the ample ſhield, 

Let me abandon d ſtoop to haughty France, 

Embrace her feet, and dread her lifted lance l- 

She faid, and parting cleft the yielding air, 

Fled ev'ry anxious thought and gloomy care. 

To Britain's chalky ſhores ſhe wings her way, 

In expectation of this promis'd day. 

Welcome, thrice welcome, Criſpin's glorious morn, 

_ Form'd this fair iſle to ſtrengthen and adorn ; 

And bleſt be every planet's kindly power, 

Whoſe influence guided this auſpicious hour : 

Yet as the juſtice of all-ſeeing heav'n 

No true delight to mortal man has giv'n, 
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8o not that day could every bleſſing bring. | 
Which robb'd the nation of a worthy” king z - 
A gracious prince, to all his ſuhjects dear. 
Sure claims the tribute of a mournful tear : 
But now that mournful tear no longer flows, 
Since to the thrane his pious grandſon roſe - 
For ev'ry heart that opel youth admires = 
Whoſe noble mind each gen rous paſſion fires, 
With gadlike force purſues each virtuous plan 
That forms the monarch or adorns the man; 
Nor ſhall ſueh merit unrewarded prove, 
For heaven has hleſt our king with mutzal love, 
Some guardian angel fix d his happy choice, | 
When with his own, he ſpoke 4 nation's voice, 
From diſtant regions comes the royal fair, 
Ye winds conduct har, and ye hillows bear. 
In her chaſte heart are love and goodneſs join 'd, 
Grace in her mien, and virtue in her mind; 
Her ſweet yet noble look each Briton chears, 
And on her head the crown of truth ſhe wears : 
To Charlotte's praiſe let ev'ry ſubject cry, 
Till the bleſt ſound aſcend the vaulted {ky ; 
Thro' diſtant nations ſpread her ſpotleſs fame, 
And let the wond'ring world adore her name. 

Beneath this pair with heavenly concord bleſt, 
What proſpects riſe in ev'ry Britiſh breaſt ; 
Our arms throughout the globe their conqueſts ſpread, 
And ftrike our. faithleſs foes with fear and dread, 

With 
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With ſtrength divine our ardent ſoldiers fight, 
And gather laurels in their ſow'reign's right. 
Unmov'd they march on India's burning coaſts 
or dare the rigour of Canadian froſts ; 

Their hearts with Roman virtue are inſpir'd, 

But not with haughty Rome's ambition fir'd ; 

A Briton ſcorns that vice, and only draws 

His deadly weapon in his country's cauſe ; | 

May conqueſt then, depending on their ſword ; 
To theſe fair realms a laſting peace afford, 

May George and Charlotte's thrice auſpicious reign, 
To er'ry grateful boſom dear remain; 

And when too ſoon from earth they're call'd away 
To brighter crowns, and more celeſtial ſway, - 
May ſtill a prince of their illuſtrious line 

On Britain's throne with native [luſtre ſhine, 

To rule a people loyal, brave, and free, 

Till time is ſwallow'd in eternity. 
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